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' In truth my uncle?'

* Near enough/

'I could have made his-horse jump.' He
skipped a few paces and nearly tumbled. But
she did not move to catch him nor did she ask
him whether he were cold, as any other child
would have been.

* Was the water agreeable? '

He wrinkled his nose like a little dog. * I
can smell the fire burning/ He shouted and
cried aloud with happiness. The shawl fell off
him, and bare as a young foal he ran towards the
wood. Judith walked soberly after him. She
was thinking deeply about Walter,

A small nondescript dog ran out to meet them.
This was a mongrel dog who, coming from no-
where, had attached himself to them. He first
ran eagerly towards Adam, moving awkwardly
on legs that were longer than they should have
been, but with eager excited joy. Then, just
before he reached Adam, it occurred to him that
he might not perhaps be so popular as he had
hoped, so he crawled on all fours, dragging himself
along with a bright supplicating eye.

' Dog! Dog 1' Adam cried, and picked him
up and ran into the wood, hugging the animal to
his bare stomach; the dog's tail wagged in an
ecstasy of happiness.

Just inside the wood a bright fire was burning,
and on the other side of the fire sat a stout man
in black, reading a book, and with an absent-
minded hand once and again stirring with a
stick the pot that hung over the fire.